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This Number is Issued Under the Editorial Direction of the Empire State Campaign 
Committee, the New York State Woman Suffrage Association, the Woman 
Suffrage Party, the Equal Franchise Society, the Collegiate League 
and the Men’s League for Woman Suffrage, of the 
National Woman Suffrage Association. 
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This number contains contributions from the most distinguished galaxy of literary and artistic 
celebrities ever represented in a single number of any American periodical. 
The list of contributors includes: 


Richard Le Gallienne Hy Mayer James Huneker Rollin Kirby 

Rolf Armstrong Julian Street R. L. Goldberg Rose O’Neill 

Anne O’Hagan **Briggs”’ Simeon Strunsky May Wilson Preston 
Charles Hanson Towne Carolyn Wells Gertrude Atherton Juliet Wilbur Tomkins 
Arthur Guiterman George Creel Ethel Watts Mumford Mary Austin 

George Ade Franklin P. Adams Josephine Preston Peabody Wallace Irwin 

Francis W. Crowninshield Theodosia Garrison Nixola Greeley-Smith Rex Beach 


Never before have so many brilliant minds of such diverse attainments been grouped in one 
magazine. Here, indeed, is a feast of satire, wit and brilliancy in prose, poetry and caricature. 
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Comment, Kind and Caustic, Culled from 


Poor Suck ! 


Between the Scylla of sympathy 


and the Charybdis of cant, the chubby little urchin 
is torn by conflicting emotions. However good he 
would be, there are those who would have him 
better; and his flightiest moments elicit a hearty 
encore from an ever-growing host of new and fast 


friends. 


What shall he do? Let’s see what our 


Advisory Board of Readers urge. 


New York City. 
Dear PUCK: 

I cannot refrain from writ- 
ing you a complimentary 
note on the general appear- 
ance and make-up of PUCK, 
now as compared with pre- 
vious years. 

I am especially fond of the 
“News in Rime.” I think it 
is one of the best features in 
the country. 

E. C. CHAMPLIN. 





Ischua, N. Y. 
Dear Sirs: 

Your paper is misnamed it 
should be (Punk) I supposed 
when I bought your Auto 
number at Martins in Frank- 
linville that I was buying a 
comic paper. Your humor is 
of the cafe-saloon variety 
and your adv’s show you for 
what you are, a bunch of 42 
St Sports. Sorry I wasted 
my dime. R.A. PIERCE. 


Against the protest of the circulation man, a 
shrinking violet of modesty, we quote excerpts from 
two letters that indicate a degree of tenacity in his 
department that is most necessary in these days of 


elusive dollars: 
Dear PUCK: 


Helena, Mont. 


Enclosed find $5.00. I don’t care about your old paper and 
don’t just see how subscribing for one year (that was done 
accidentally) makes me such an “ old friend,” but I certainly 
take off my hat to your circulation manager. He.would make 
an independent fortune for himself in the patent medicine 


And again: 
GENTLEMEN: 


MRS. H. W. CHILD. 


That form letter is deucedly good; so much so in fact that 


I had to pass comment on it. 


Its personal touch makes it a 


genuine puller that must retain many subscribers who would 


otherwise fail to renew. 


However, fearing that PUCK will continue ir its process of 
deterioration in proportion to the rate it has maintained for 
several months, I do not care to renew at the present time. 


LEON M. GOETZMAN. 


To which we can but mutely point to an edition this 
week of 85,000 against 12,500 just one year ago! 


A New Feature 
Beginning next week, that is, with 


Bang! 


Blankety-blank-slam-bang ! 


We thought 


this week’s page would be a quiet one, but Mr. 


C. C. Fenell objects: 


Anson, Texas. 
GENTLEMEN: 

I do not care to pay for, or 
to have come into my home 
such silly, demoralizing stuff 
as you are sending out in 
“Puck.” You will therefore 
please discontinue my sub- 
scription, and I will thank 
you to refund the pro rata 
am’t of one years subscrip- 
tion sent you thru the Metho- 
dist Publishing House. 
Whether you refund the am’t 
or not Kindly discontinue 
sending me the paper — I shall 
decline to take it from the 
post office. 

C. C. FENELL. 


Chattanooga, Tenn. 
GENTLEMEN: 

Please cancel my subscrip- 
tion. If this is against your 
rules change the address to 
any other point you please, 
just so it doesn’t reach me. 
It’s quite the worst ever and 
I would prefer not to have it 
in my mail. 

GASTON C. RAOUL. 


And there you are! 





Humboldt, Kansas. 
Dear PUCK: 

Just finished reading your 
Automobile Number and had 
no difficulty in smelling the 
gas, but found that most of 
it came not from the pictures 
and jokes of the different 
cars but rather from some 
of your “ critics.” 

It seems that some of your 
readers have made the as- 
tounding discovery through 
the medium of PUCK that a 
woman has legs, and in a 
great many other respects 
resembles that ordinary 
creature called man. 

And, by the way, Mr. 
Christy, come on with a 
“ real flesh and blood, bread 
winning, vivacious American 
girl,” but for the love of 
Mike, don’t place a pair of 
“ lower extremities” on her, 
for you know that would not 
be true to nature. 

Some folks “get my an- 
gora,” but console yourself, 
dear PUCK, with the fact 
that you are satisfying the 
majority. 

ROLAND P. FENTON. 


What a privilege it is to be 


so many different things to so many different peo- 
ple. And just to balance the “‘knocks’’ here is 


another ‘‘ boost ’’: 


Dear PUCK: 


Kensington, Md. 


To the dickens with what the Y. M. C. A. people write! It 
isn’t often that you can get more out of your dime than when 
buying PUCK. This life is so full of false modesty and pru- 
dery that I like to see PUCK have the wisdom to publish such 
pictures as “‘ The Rainbow,” “ The Siave Market,” and others. 


T. E. FORBES. 


Contents of this Number 








the Suffrage Issue, Suck will pub- 
lish a rotarygravure supplement 
of four pages in each number. 
Guo. has been acknowledged to be 
without a peer in the field of fine 
color work. To supplement this, and 
to offer equally fine black-and-white 
reproduction, we shall inaugurate as 
a regular feature the finest rotary- 
gravure work to be had in America 
to-day. The subjects will be unique, 
as we propose to publish from 
week to week feature pictures, un- 
usual art photographs, and other 
work of a character to be seenin no 
other American periodical. Many 
of these pages will be worth framing, 
and would, if bought separately, cost 
more than the price of Suck. 


Puck's Letter-Box 


Que shrinks from the further exploration of the 
pile on the editorial desk, but the stern demands of 
the composing-room call for more ‘‘copy,” so 


here goes ! 


Chicago, Iil. 
Dear MR. EDITOR: 

I am very much pleased 
with the many innovations 
during your regime, and Suc- 
cess and Longevity are my 
earnest wishes for the New 
Year. 

Such work as that of Hy 
Mayer, Armstrong, Gold- 
beck, Barton, as well as the 
splashes of color, excellent 
drawings, general make-up 
and cosmopolitan satire of 
the other clever artists and 
contributors on your staff 
topped off by Jimmie Hun- 
eker in “The Seven Arts,” 
where he sparkles and ex- 
plodes- makes for but one 
ultimatum: the most unique 
weekly in the country, rightly 
deserving of its nom-de- 
plume, the American Jugend. 

While the December “ Bou- 
doir Confidences,” “Latest 
in Evening Gowns,” and 
“The Slave Market” have 
stirred considerable com- 
ment, surely all “free 
lances” have affixed their ap- 
proval, for we’re not prudes. 

BERT W. WOLTZE. 





Shreveport, La. 
Dear Sirs: 

Replying to your favor, I 
beg to say that no doubt un- 
der the old managment the 
Paper was growing a little 
week and the new manag- 
ment decided that nothing 
would save it but an opera- 
tion. 

I suppose the operation 
must have been a success, 
for the patient died, and I 
would have preferred that 
my subscription had expired 
with it, for the corps has not 
been a very welcome visitor. 

G. R. KELLER. 


Beaver, Pa. 
GENTLEMEN : 

I am in receipt of notice 
that my subscription to PUCK 
expires. I am glad of it. The 
new PUCK does not appeal 
to me. I used to enjoy the 


jeditorials. To me they 


seemed crisp, trite, and true. 
Since these are absent, I can- 
not say that I receive either 
pleasure or profit from 
perusing PUCK. 

CHAS. R. ECKERT. 


What’s that? Still more copy? Well, here’s 
something from a man who was “dead wrong”’: 


GENTLEMEN : 


New York City. 


When I read your story of the discovery of the “ wonder- 
worker in clay,” on page 3 (Jan. 16th), I would have bet my 
“ other suit” that it was written by Mr. Helena Smith-Dayton, 
whom I imagined to be a big fellow who stood over the Editor 
with a club until he O. K.’d that bunch of bunk about his wife. 


I was dead wrong. 


“ Saturday Night and No Hot Water” 


is the best sketch I have had the pleasure of reading in many 
a moon, and the illustrations, to say the least, are charmingly 


funny and original. 


HENRY M. CLEAVER. 


The Suffrage Puck 
Next week, the Suffrage Number 
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the most unusual issue of a peri- 
odical that has appeared in the last 
ten years. When you read the list 
of contributors, when you see the 
issue itself, you will realize that this 
is not an exaggeration. Not only 
an unusually strong bit of Suf- 
frage propaganda, but by far the 
cleverest, the most entertaining and 
the most interesting issue of Suc 
that it has been the privilege of 
the new management to publish. 
We don’t think you will find 
missing from the list of con- 
tributors a single name that is 
famous in the world of trenchant 
writing, brilliant argument, satire 
and humor. Don’t miss the Suf- 
frage issue of Suck. 


velope or wrapper, otherwise they cannot be returned if unavailable. Decision will be rendered promptly, and 
payment made immediately upon acceptance. Send your contributions to PUCK before sending them elsewhere 
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branches of the International News Co, and the Atlas Publishing & Distributing Co. ; Brentano's, Paris: Wm. Daw 
son & Sons and W. H. Smit: & Sons. London ; Hachette et Cie, Paris, and Basie, Lausanne and Geneva, Switzerland 













GRINIGRAMS 


Henry Ford clasped his hands tightly about his right 
knee and drew it almost up to his chin as he sat in his 
sitting-room in the Hotel Belmont yesterday. 

—The Sun. 


An attitude doubtless acquired while getting 
in and out of Ford cars. 


> 


Invention has done much for efficiency in war- 
fare, but it has deprived war of some of its 
picturesqueness. Imagine Washington rebuking 
Lee at Monmouth—over a field telephone. 


¥ 


Up-to-date revivalist version of an old Salva- 
tion Army hymn: ‘Every Day’ll be Sunday’s 
By-and-By.”’ 

¥ 


“When the State demands young men to fight, it is 

their Christian duty to fight.” —A Texas bishop. 

The theory of “‘life, liberty, and the pursuit 
of happiness ”’ is pitifully old stuff. 


- 


If the Rev. Billy Sunday can “‘ break chairs, 
tear cff his coliar and necktie, dance, and rave 
like a maniac”’ in the name of religion, there 
ought to be an opening in the revival field for 
the Hon. Hughey Jennings when his baseball 
days are over. Thousands would flock to hear 
Hughey cry “‘ Ee-e-eyah,”’ and “‘ At-a-boy,”’ at 
the Evil One. “ 


An official méssage to the Dutch people con- 
cludes with the following sentsnce: 
“The Government naturally has information not 
known to the public.” 


Holland, you see, has no yellow journals. 
w 


Necessity is still the mother of invention. 
Somebody has perfected an ear-plug which 
deadens the din of heavy guns, but which does 
not prevent the wearer from hearing a quiet 
spoken word of command. Such a device would 
have its uses in peace as well as in war. An 
ear-plug which prevented a man from hearing 
the words “‘Who gets the check?” while in no 
way interfering with his understanding of ‘‘ This 
one’s on me,” would be a positive boon in some 
quarters, we believe. 





























* 


“Both the masculine and the feminine viewpoints are 
necessary in running a household, so why“not in running 
the State?” + —Governor of Colorado. 

As a measure of economy, it might be a good 
idea for Man to give Woman a certain allow- 
ance “‘to run the State on.”” She makes a dol- 
lar go further in the household than a man can. 


Aa 


It is strange that the opponents of the Ship 
Purchase Bill have discovered nothing ‘“‘per- 
nicious”” in government ownership of Army 
transports. 

* 


One thousand in line for five hundred seats 
for Caruso in ‘‘Carmen.”” One thousand in line 
for five hundred loaves of bread. The gist of 
two headlines. Hard times in New York. 








“THE CADET” 


A Patent-Medicine Testimonial Not Generally Printed 
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The Servians, it is said, are greatly in need 
of seeds. Servia should get on the mailing list 
of any member of Congress. 


¥ 


After three days of back-and-forth fighting, 
the French, in one of their reports, announced 
a gain of 100 yards. The record for 100 yards 
is nine and four-fifths seconds. 


Aa 


The influence of the United States has been 
asked in an attempt to preserve the works of 
art of the belligerent countries. This should 
draw forth a protest from the American Pro- 
tective Tariff League. The more Old Masters 
the war can destroy, the better it will be for the 
“infant’”’ Art Industry of the United States. 


¥ 


The students of a near-by School of Journal- 
ism complain to the Faculty that they do not 
have enough leisure for their social engage- 
ments. Really, the boys shouldn’t kick. What 
do they want? Having no time for social en- 
gagements is a genuine foretaste of their chosen 
career. 


Colonel Roosevelt announces that he will give 
ten thousand dollars out of his forty thousand 
dollar Nobel Peace Prize for the relief of the 
unemployed. This will serve to remind people 
that Roosevelt once got the Nobel Prize. The 
Colonel easily saves ten thousand dollars a year 
by being his own press-agent, than whom there 
is no one than whomer. 


* 
“The last time I went to church—about a month ago 


—my automobile was stolen.” —Henry Ford. 
What make was it? 


* 


Press-censors are not all senseless, despite 
their critics. For instance, there is the French 
censor— more power to his blotter—who cut out 
all but the headline of two columns entitled 
**A Sad Story,” it being left for the readers to 
guess unaided what the ‘“‘Sad Story” was. All 
the hint they got came from two columns of 
resplendently white paper. After the war, let 
this particular French censor come at once to 
America, here to continue his labors on the 
Congressional Record, and with especial eye to 
speeches by the Hon. Richmond Pearson Hobson. 












Established 1877 
The Oldest Humorous Publication 
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BILL FOR COLLEGE MILITIA. 


TNeported by the House Committee 
on Military Affairs, 


WASHINGTON, Jan. 19.—-The House 
Committee on Military Affairs made a re- 
port to-day on the McKellar bill designed 
to encourage military training in schools 
and colleges conducted by the States. 

The bill provides that Congress may 
appropriate $80,000 for material support 
of at least one school in every State that 
will guarantee an annual allowance of 
$40,000 for training in military science. 

The purpose of the bill is to create a 
reserve in the United States that may 
be impressed into service in the event 
of war. The McKellar bill has the ap-|° 
proval of Seeretary Garrison ané Chair- 
gaan Hay of the Military Committee. 


“*ONER IS ™ T” 





nut a 








To have their plan for a university peace reserve 
embodied, first, in a message by the President 
of the United States (see Guo , Dec. 26th, 1914), 
and, second, in a bill introduced and favorably 
reported in the House of Representatives, is 
gratifying to the makers of Sucx.. It proves 
rather conclusively that a paper does not have 
to be dedicated to solemnity in order to present 
ideas of practical value to the country in which 
it is published. The above fac-simile dispatch, 
taken from the New York Sun, states that the 
purpose of the McKellar bill is ‘“‘to create a 
reserve in the United States that may be im- 
pressed into service in the event of war.’’ That, 
we may add, was also Suck.’s purpose when, in 
its issue of November 14 last, the suggestion of 
a college reserve throughout the United States 
was first made. 

¥ 

A fine point in 
international eco- 
nomics is raised by 
the skyrocketing 
of quotations on wheat. As this is written, the 
price, because of war demands, has crossed 
$1.46 per bushel. Bakers are threatening to 
increase the price of bread. 


SHALL WE PAY 
MORE FOR BREAD? 


This is not good to hear under present con- 
ditions. America does not want to pay more for 
its bread because Europe prefers fighting to 
harvesting her fields. 


The war caught this country with a consider- 
able trade balance against us.. So long asEurope 
remained our creditor, we could not justifiably 
evade prompt settlement, either in gold or goods. 
Europe chose goods, and in such quantities that 
this balance has now been turned in our favor. 
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Morally, therefore, we are no longer required 
to drain our own resources through heavy 
exportations influenced by the huge premiums 
Europe seems willing to pay. 


Commercially, it may be good business to sell 
motor trucks to the warring nations. Ethically, 
it is not right to prolong the struggle by selling 
them arms and ammunition. And if selling them 
wheat is to raise the price of bread in this 
country, an embargo should be placed upon its 
export instanter. 


Not in many years has the price of wheat 
mounted as high as it stands to-day. Inflation 
of this nature indicates a supply not any too 
generous for our own needs. It is short-sighted 
spirit of commercialism that will jack-up the cost 
of an all-important article of sustenance that 
the poor may still buy at a price within reach of 
their purse. 


Let us not yoke our own people to an added 
burden in order that we may feed at a handsome 
profit the warring hordes of Europe. An em- 





SPECULATION 














bargo on wheat would quickly and decisiveiy 
end the gambling in our food supply now in 
progress in the Chicago Wheat Pit. 


We want no bread riots this winter. 
¥ 


“If you make yourself the centre of the universe all 
your perspective is skewed. If you make everything 
related to yourself, you have the wrong size, and the 
whole thing is so out of drawing that nobody would 
recognize the picture as you draw it of yourself.” 

—President Wilson to the Y. M. C. A. 


Oyster Bay papers please copy. 
> 


That which is, is bad. And that which is not, 
is good. The Tariff will never be rightly ad- 
justed, so yawp the Republicans in Congress, 
until it is in the hands of a Non-Partisan Tariff 
Commission. Something, we presume, like the 
Interstate Commerce Commission, whose recent 
delay in regard to freight rates was considered 
by Republicans and other Stand-patters to be 
almost ‘‘fatal.”” Yes? 











FOOD 






TO THE HIGHEST BIDDER 


Of course, if Americans can pay the price, they may have a little of their own food. 




















PLOTS OF THE MOVIES 
“The Tenderfoot” 


A ranch upon the Great Divide, where Jack, 
his Eastern father’s pride, can rough it some, 
and learn to ride a hoss. 

He goes there, as per hint above, and very 
promptly falls in love with What’s-Her-Name, the 
daughter of the boss. 


The foreman, who’s a prince of vice, loves 
daughter too, but cuts no ice (of course this 
fellow isn’t nice, at all). 

And, when he tries to kiss Irene, the hero 
enters on the scene and biffs the villain on the 
bean——— The gall! 


The villain gathers up the band of villainettes 
in his command and schemes to rob the Over- 
land express. 

He then kidnaps Irene and Jack and locks them 
in an awful shack, and swears he’ll tie them to 
the track, unless 


The girl and Jack will both agree that, if he 
goes and sets them free, the gir! will promise him 
she’ll be his wife. 

Whereat she proudly turns upon the fiend and 
tells him: ‘“‘Get you gone! I marry you? Ha! 
Ha! Not on your life!’ 


The awful villains then secure them to the 
track, and you feel ‘sure they’ll perish rather 
than endure disgrace. 

But, just when things are looking blue, the 
cowboys gallop into view (they never tell you 
how they knew the place). 


But anyhow, they gallop in; ‘‘We’re saved! ”’ 
exclaims the heroine (a second later they’d have 
been too late). 

The audience applauds; defeat is turned to 
victory, complete; the viliain and his fellows 
meet their fate. 





The final scene: The open air; our hero and 
the girl are there; the cowboys then surround 
the pair, and shout. 

Leander and the willing miss embrace—a 
motion picture kiss; ‘‘Passed by the Board of 
Censors” (This Way Out). 


* 


FRANK, FOR EXAMPLE 


A daily newspaper, in commenting on the 
lynching of four persons, two of them women, 
in Georgia, said: 

“Generally there is little outcry in Georgia over the 
small matter of a lynching. However, the lynching of 
the two men and the two girls at Monticello for nothing 
more than beating the Chief of Police of that town has 
stirred the public to wrath, and the leading citizens of the 
State are calling for the punishment of the lynchers.”” 

We wonder who these “leading citizens” 
were. We thought the leading citizens of Georgia 
were those who most enjoyed a good lynching— 
the leaders of the mob, for instance. 


* 


A girl will throw herself at a man 
when she considers him a good catch. 
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A HINT TO PUBLISHERS 


To Meet the Demand for Books on the 
Great War, We Suggest— 


The Bible.— This masterpiece contains the 
first prophecy of the great struggle now being 
enacted in Europe, anticipating Bernhardi by 
almost two thousand years. Although little 
read in America, it was very well known to 
Nietzsche, and one of its characters is fre- 
quently alluded to by the Kaiser in his 
speeches. It contains many stirring songs of 
battle. 


The Divine Comedy.—Alighieri Dante. A book 
that assumes unusual importance at the present 
time in view of General Sherman’s well-known 
statement about war. Special diagram showing 
the future dwelling-places of European rulers. 


Paradise Lost.—John Milton. A magnificent 
epic dealing with the first great war. A sym- 
pathetic human touch is added in the love story 
of Adam, an English Puritan, and Eve, the First 
Lady of the Land. 











SOCIETY RECKONING 
LITTLE MISS WAYUPP: Oh, Mamma, 
there’s the church you took me to once. 
MRS. WAYUPP: Did 1? When, dear? 


LITTLE MISS WAYUPP: About three 
papas ago. 


Commentaries.—Julius Caesar. Vivid notes 
on the Gallic Wars by the first general who was 
his own war-correspondent. Many uncensored 
details about the characteristics of the Germans 
and Belgians. 














WHEN A MAN’S IN LOVE 


























CHORUS: How romantic! Do tell us. 








BOTH BOMBPROOF 
MAUDE: I just had a letter from the Duke. Those horrid Germans have bombarded his castle. 


MAUDE: Yes, all they left standing were the mortgage and the mechanics’ liens. 








INTRODUCING THE ‘‘HIGHBROW” 


The editor of Collier’s Weekly, with an eye to 
standardizing our modern lexicon, has called 
for definitions of a ‘* highbrow.” 

“xX,” he says, “ regards it as a term of utter appro- 
brium, hinting at extreme intellectual snobbery and 
affectation. Y applies it merely as the opposite of 
‘lowbrow.’ Z uses it in a complimentary sense, im- 
plying a taste for anything above the low-water mark 
‘of mediocrity and commonness.” 

Mr. Sullivan is off on a difficult quest, for the 
true highbrow is a bird of widely divergent 
characteristics, dependent upon its habitat. 

Thus, the Kansan becomes a highbrow when 
he learns to suppress a sneer at the sight of a 
silk hat, while the Texan need only to change 
his ‘“‘dinner’”’ hour from noon to six-thirty to 
enter the charmed circle. Some men, like those 
of Alabama, become highbrows through the 
simple expedient of substituting pajamas for 
night-shirts, while the effete Bostonian buys a 
pair of horn-rimmed “‘specs’’ and immediately 
adds an additional story to his frontal elevation. 


In Missouri, the possession of a boiled shirt, 
coat style, presupposes a mental superiority 
over the adherent to the old-time “‘ dickey”’; 
across the border in Iowa the same cleavage 
is made between the cutaway and the ancient 
frock coat, sole survivor of the day when public 
men imitated the undertaker in matters of 
attire. 

And so it goes in trade. We have heard that 
a highbrow in the ‘“‘ movies”’ is an actor who 
Calls a fillum a flim, and in the hotel business 
a manager who prefers a demi-tasse to a large 
cup with cream. 

In Brooklyn, the highbrow alludes to his parlor 
as a “living room,” and in Providence he man- 
fully strangles a desire to eat cold mince-pie 
for breakfast. The Philadelphia highbrow refuses 
to live north of Market Street, and the New 
Yorker pokes fun at Diamond Jim Brady. 


No, dear Collier’s, you’ll never catalogue the 
highbrow unless you, characterize him as an 
individual keenly alert to everything save the 
perfectly obvious. For instance—a person who 
reads Suck. 


HE AND SHE TALK 


Weather 
Acquaintances— Friends 
Love—Comparison of Tastes—Love 
Love — Theatres — Love — Gifts — Love 
Love—Love—Disagreements—Love—Love 
Love—Love—Love—Love—Love— Love —- Love 
Marriage 
Love—Love—Love—Love—Love— Love—Love 
Love —Love—Disagreements—Love—Love 
Love—Clothes—Love—Scandal—Love 
Quarrels — Love — Quarrels 
Fools — Idiots 
The Baby 






































TWENTY YEARS AGO 


I wandered in Manhattan, Tom, 
Adown that same old street; 

I saw the ancient corner, Tom, 
Where oft we used to meet. 


I gazed upon the buildings, Tom, 
Now rusting in decay; 

A row of motley signs, ‘‘ To Let’”’*— 
And this was once Broadway ! 


* 


ROUGH RIDING 


Rev. John Haynes Holines spoke at a meeting 
of the students at Columbia University a few 
weeks ago. Now, while the Rev. Dr. Holmes is 
entirely unknown to PUCK, the few words that 
he said seem well worth repeating. Said Dr. 
Holmes : 


“I am not a very old man, but I can remember the 
time when Theodore Roosevelt went up and down the 
country eulogizing war. Mr. Roosevelt has written 
quite a bit since August first, and I have followed hjn 
closely. He has not said a word about the beauty of 
war since this one started. Nowadays, we don’t get 
a peep from the militarists on this point.” 


Sometimes it is best to let bygones be bygones. 
But in this case we cannot allow what is past to 
be forgotten. When a man continually forces 
himself in the public eye, we must consider 
what he has done as the best indication of what 
he will do. Our illustrious ex-President has 
always been a foremost exponent of militarism 
and the glory that comes of war. Let us not 
forget this in judging of his suitability for any 
high position where his will be the responsibility 
and the duty of guiding the destinies of the 
nation. 


-AN INSIDE JOB 


HOUSE CAT (to flock of sparrows): No use 
sticking around to-day, birdies—-there ain't 
going to be any crumbs. 

ONE SPARROW: Folks gone away? 

HOUSE CAT: No; but they are going to have 
breaded veal chops for to-morrow. 





THE BEGINNER 


“And how are you getting along with your dancing?” 


“Fierce! I’m making great strides.” 








































A wave of indignation 


ON THE OTHER HAND— 


By Simeon Strunsky 


What is the maximum speed for a wave of 
indignation? For that matter, just how does a 
wave of indignation sweep over a country? I 
have tried to imagine waves in the act of sweep- 
ing, and have failed. Very likely the ingenious 
Mr. Hy Mayer can enable the reader to visualize 
the thing. I will wait and see. But, in the mean- 
time, this is the mathematical problem that 
puzzles me. If the Germans drop a bomb at 
Yarmouth at 10 a. m., the special correspondent 
of the Herald at London telegraphs at 10.15 
a.m. that all England is swept by a wave of 
indignation. Now, England is not a large coun- 
try, but, even then, if we imagine a wave of in- 
dignation starting at Yarmouth and moving 
north one hundred and twenty miles an hour, 
which is hurricane speed, three or four hours 
should elapse before the storm of British resent- 
ment reaches the Orkney Islands. How does 
the Herald correspondent know? 


¥ 


Or take the Czar. He issues an ukase against 
vodka at three in the afternoon, and the Petro- 
grad correspondent of the Times telegraphs at 
3.30 that a wave of enthusiasm is sweeping the 
Russian Empire; whereas, according to my 
calculations, it would be at least forty-eight 
hours before the wave of anti-vodka enthusiasm 
broke on the shores of Kamchatka. How does 
the Times man at Petrograd know? How does 
the Sun man at Berlin know that the German 
people are ready to a man to die for the Kaiser ? 
Here or there, in some remote village of the 
Hartz, or on the shores of the Baltic, there may 
be an elderly paralytic gentleman whom the 
Sun correspondent has omitted to interview. 
How does he know? 


» 


And yet, there must be a way of knowing. 
Else there would be no seven-column heads: 
“Britain Bitter over German Raid,” or, “‘ Thrill 
of Wrath Sweeps Moslem World.” On the 
whole, I attribute it to the same uncanny news- 
paper sense for instantaneous and exact informa- 
tion, which discovers a notable rise in the French 
birth-rate twenty-four hours after the abolition 
of the sale of absinthe; which finds a decrease 
of fifty per cent in the amount of crime in New 
York twelve hours after the promulgation of a 
police order to clean out the gunmen; which 
records a tremendous failing off in the divorce 
statistics of Arizona three days after the State 





has voted prohibition; which registers an in- 
crease of four hundred per cent in the efficiency 
of bricklayers twenty-four hours after the in- 
Stallation of the Pinckney Scientific Management 
and Profit-Sharing System. Nowhere does ef- 
fect follow so immediately upon cause as in the 
display composing rooms of the daily news- 
paper. Fifteen minutes after the Petrograd 
correspondent has sent in his story the head- 
writer has chronicled the resultant wave of 
indignation or enthusiasm in two inch type 














Illustrated by Hy Mayer 


across the page. As arecord, this is approached 
only by the first chapter of Genesis, when the 
voice said: ‘‘ Let it be so, and it was so.”’ 


¥ 


Naturally, this brings me to Arnold Bennett 
and Kansas. The two terms are interchange- 
able. Arnold Bennett may be defined as the 
Kansas of the British Empire. Kansas may be 
described as the Arnold Bennett of America. 
The two are the most complete autobiographical 
phenomena of the day. They have the same 
interests — themselves. They have the same 
fine quality of frankness. I don’t recall whether 
Kansas this year produced more bushels of 
wheat than Mr. Arnold Bennett produced books, 
or the other way; but the degree of satisfaction 
with which they view their respective output is 
very nearly the same. 


» 


Where they differ is in their specialties. Ar- 
nold Bennett’s specialty is the Truth, expressed 
in thin and frequently reprinted volumes, at 
one dollar net. Kansas specializes in Virtue, as 
formulated by the Kansas City Star and William 
Allen White. The number of things that Arnold 
Bennett has told the truth about is overwhelming 
—the truth about authors, the truth about play- 
wrights, the truth about editors, the truth about 
hack-writers, novelists, fashion magazines, Pull- 
man cars, and the Kaiser’s diplomacy. The 
number of virtues Kansas is proud of is equally 
impressive—her wheat crop, her sobriety, her 
automobiles, her Progressives, her side of the 
Missouri River, her bank accounts, her wind- 
storms. My Kansas, whether prosperous or 
cyclone-swept, but, black or white, my Kansas. 
There are no rains like those which fall around 
Leavenworth, there are no hurricanes like those 
which blow about Emporia, the sunset has no 
intenser red than that which crowns Victor Mur- 
dock, there is no deeper blue than the Kansas 
farmers’, with wheat at seventy cents. It must 
be a source of satisfaction to know that Kansas 
has but to lift her hand and the starving armies 
of Europe lay down their weapons and submit 
to terms of peace dictated at Topeka. 


> 


Now, if Arnold Bennett were to go West, and 
tell the truth about Kansas in a rapid succession 
of small books at one dollar net, would a wave of 
indignation—— ? 









Quoew 











Seteun ts 
havaware so he 
Reers Open shop 


This Ag ppens 
offen and its 
vst as funn 
as ever —fo 
he onlooker 


Mer Papers 
are ¢ ry 


anyuny 











All Around 
The'Town 


day From the sketch 
Astist 







$ Lad ‘ 
The 2ums dont mind 
: E tS rACt cole 





ee es 















None 
Hite Bae met ky 
Macey oe 


Pe 


| —_ ‘ 
— ‘isk KES : 
f ’ \ 


4 iS 











Fashion ed : 
“‘humbershoot 
COMES TO 

roun CTO 
) up slate 





hy nd mm  & narrow down i 
renlly weorl Oa. foun street at . id 
Ve 
On & PAInY © the noon hour 


— Tee? 














The horses 
enJoy if 
100 Gh a 
mild aay 


By RAYMOND C. EWER 












Grow 











By A. A. MILNE, of London 





ROSEMARY FOR REMEMBRANCE 





III. A Friendly Meeting 


I was passing the British Museum when the 
thunderstorm broke. My umbrella was new—a 
young one, out for the first time—and I did not 
want to get it damp. Besides, what is one um- 
brella against the majesty of Heaven? So I 
pushed my way through the pigeons, and went 
inside. An attendant took my umbrella from 
me. 

‘Be careful with it,” I said. ‘‘ This is the first 
time it has left its father. Don’t let it have the 
india-rubber ring; it’s so unhealthy for it.” 


I left him and wandered upstairs. There are, 
of course, other things than mummies in the 
British Museum, but it is to the Egyptian Rooms 
that I always make my way when it rains. For 
once I was rewarded. Standing opposite the 
case of one of the most notorious of our mum- 
mies was—— 

** Allow me to introduce you,’’ I said, stepping 
up briskly. ‘‘Miss Rosemary Daintry, my Aunt 
the Princess Ra.” 

Rosemary turned ’round quickly. 

‘*Why, it’s Mr. Denny!” she said. ‘‘How do 
you do?” 

“How do youdo? Everybody is at the British 
Museum to-day.” 

“Yes; but what are they all doing? I’m here 
on business—only I’m doing it very badly. Per- 
haps you can help me.” 


I began to look as capable as possibie. 

‘It’s like this. There’s a book called ‘The 
Beginnings of Assyrian Ethnology.’ Do you 
know it?” 

“By heart! I sleep with it under my pillow 
every night.” 

**It’s in twenty volumes,”’ went on Rosemary, 

gravely. 
‘I sighed. ‘‘Who should know it better than 
1?” I said, sadly. ‘‘Doctors are baffled by 
my insomnia, but I dare not tell them the truth. 
I have got to love the book so much that I can- 
not be parted from it. In 


COr1Ce's4 
Rosemary 


came over with William the Conqueror -— I 
should say, when William the Conqueror came 
over with us—it was Guillaume de Saint Denys 
who pointed to the shore, and said to William: 
‘This is England, sire.’ He recognized it from 
the maps.”’ 

**Yes,”’ said Rosemary, ‘“‘ but that still doesn’t 
explain what you’re doing here now.” 





Illustrated by W. E. HILL 








**No, it doesn’t, does it? It ought to, but it 
doesn’t. The truth is—and I say this without 
prejudice to anything I may think of later on 
the truth is, that I came here to meet Miss 
Daintry.”’ 


*“*We must have had an assignation,” said 
Rosemary, remorsefully, “‘and I had forgotten 
gg 

**It wasn’t an assignation; it was just a sort 
of feeling that Thursday was your day for the 
British Museum. Monday, I told myself, the 
Zoo; Tuesday, the Tower of London; Wednes- 
day, a little needlework at home; but Thursday, 
well—here we are.”’ 


“I believe you only came in because it was 
raining.” 

**Let us rather say that it only rained because 
Miss Daintry was in the British Museum, and 
Mr. Denny happened to be passing.”’ 

**Said he gallantly,’”’ smiled Rosemary. “A 
quotation from your next magazine story.” 


**From ‘The Beginnings of Assyrian Ethnol- 
ogy,’ Book VII, Chapter 15,” I corrected her. 
“That was the reference Mr. Daintry wanted, I 
expect. Do you think now that we’ve found it, 
we might 7?” I hesitated, not knowing how 
to put it. ‘‘Do you ever have tea?”’ I said. 





““You saw me having it only the other day. 
Don’t say you’ve forgotten.” 


**There you are then. I owe you seven sand- 
wiches, two cups of tea, and a piece of cake. 
There’s a refreshment room here somewhere, 
but probably they only give you marble tops to 
the tables—and watercress. If we went outside 
I could pay my debt properly, and I could also 
show you my new umbrella. I lent it to an at- 
tendant when I came in, but he’s promised to give 
it me back when I go out.”’ 


**Tea would be rather jolly,’ said Rosemary, 
thoughtfully, but with a bit of a smile lurking 
somewhere. ‘‘Do you know that it’s only ten 

days ago that I first met 





the daytime I carry it—I 
mean it follows me in a 


you at dinner?”’ 
““We always seem to be 





lorry — everywhere.” 


**Oh, well, that’s splendid. 
Because now you can tell 
me the real name. I came % 
to look up something in it 
for father, and I knew itwas 
something about Ethnology, 
but I’ve got the name of 
the book wrong.” She 
waited expectantly. 

I thought for a moment, 
with my head on one side. 

“No,” I said; ‘no, I’ve 
never heard. of the book. 
I misunderstood you. I 
thought you were referring 
to the poems of Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox.”’ 


Rosemary laughed. “I 
knew you couldn’t help 
me,”’ she said. 

“I wasn’t sure that I 
could myself, but I was de- 
termined to try. ‘Always 
be helpful ’—that’s the motto 
of the Dennys. When we 











‘‘ Allow me to introduce you,’’ I said 


having meals together, don’t 
we?” I said, cheerfully. 
**One can talk so much bet- 
ter when one is eating — I 
mean, of course, in the in- 
tervals. But to speak seri- 
ously, to quote again from 
the immortal work, Book 
VIII, Chapter 16—‘I should 
be very much honored, Miss 
Daintry, if you would take 
a Gish of tea with me, said 
he, with a low bow.’ This,” 
I added, ‘‘is the low bow,” 
and, looking ’round to see 
that the policeman wasn’t 
watching, I took off my hat 
and bowed low toher. ‘‘Do 
come!”’ 





Rosemary nodded her 
head slowly at me. 

** Miss Daintry,” she said, 
“has much pleasure in ac- 
cepting Mr. Denny’s kind 
piece of cake.’’ 

‘To be continued.) 
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The When the 
first war news 


Pilsner reached Han- 
Sana- over Square 
torium the lobby was 

sitting in full 


session at the Pilsner 
Sanatorium. The good 
old Doctor—he really isn’t 
old, but the boys had 
thrust the honor upon 
him—was at the bar care- 
fully superintending the 
decanting of the precious 
straw-colored fluid from 
Bohemia—the Amber 
Witch, as they call it— 
and, above all, watching 
the temperature of a full 
glass as it emerged from 
the Incubator—i. e, a 
large metal kettle of warm 
water. The patients who 
took the “‘cure”’ at this 
hospitable, sanitary, life- 
saving station were 
charged for the treatment 
at a ridiculously low rate, 
for it was slightly-heated 
Pilsner; only that, and nothing 
more. Not for a moment did the 
half dozen young fellows who com- 
prised the lobby dream that the 
cries of ‘‘Extry! War declared!” 
reverberating within the hollow 
walls of the Square, meant anything startling for them. They were all in 
the newspaper business, mostly ship-news reporters, and, as Clurtin—slim 
as a bowsprit on an oyster schooner—often said: ‘‘Once a newspaper 
man, always on the town.” He meant nothing that might asperse the 
reputation of his contemporaries, but long years of scrambling up the rope 
ladders of incoming ocean steamships had made him slightly cynical as to 
the Finer Shades of reportorial life. Clurtin it was who had conceived the 
magnificent idea of publishing in full the names of the steerage passengers. 


“*There’s war for you at last, Doctor,” called out Borke, a young 
Irishman from London. ‘Now will you be good?” ‘‘ War?” answered 
the Doctor, dreamily, “‘I’ve long expected it.’ What’s to become of us all?” 
“‘Take our daily cure, and be thankful as usual, I suppose,’’ came the 
reply. It was Clurtin who spoke, but he anxiously regarded his host. 
“‘Oh, as for that, I don’t think the rumpus will last long, and there’s plenty 
of Pilsner in town, and——”’ Clurtin interrupted him: ‘‘ What do you mean 
by ‘long’?”’ “‘I mean,” calmly continued the doctor, ‘‘the Pilsner will 
not cease flowing.”” A storm broke. ‘‘There you go again,”’ tartly 
answered Clurtin. ‘‘ But——’’ 


**Buts me no buts,” gaily added the Doctor. ‘‘ The chief thing, my 
friend, is whether this sanatorium won’t have to shut up shop when the 
beer supply is cut off.’’ 


**You said just now it wouldn’t be for long if——” 
** Yes, ‘if’—that’s the fatal word.” 


No More A volley of groans followed this pessimistic con- 

clusion. ‘‘What, no Pilsner? Absurd!’’ The whole 
Imp orted Wet world might cut its throat, but the amber brew must 
not be hindered from reaching the Sanatorium. On that point the lobby 
was unanimous. Then Borke, who was a bit of a wag, suggested that if 
talk was silver, thirst was golden, and the hint did not go unheeded. But 
the pernicious doubt had been introduced into the consciousness of the 
crowd, and it lay well back in their skulls, its gloomy coils unfolding. A 
mere rumor, a slight suspicion, a reasonable doubt, that’s all; nevertheless, a 
viable idea that was bound to grow, perhaps to a horrid size, and destroy 
them all some day. No Pilsner! Impossible! Rather than drink domestic 
brews, they would, they solemnly asseverated, not swallow another drop of 
the juice of hops. ’ 


“If it’s so, Doctor, whose American beer will you use?”’ asked Riff, a 
nice, polite chap, who wrote verse when he wasn’t on duty in ship-news at 
the Battery. He was coughed down before the Doctor could formulate a 
despairing reply, as it was felt that his question was not good taste—any- 














THE SEVEN ARTS 


By JAMES HUNEKER 





how, at that particular 
moment. The Doctor, 
too, had his feelings. 
Later on the lobby broke 
ranks. Time for work. 
Three big ocean liners 
had been signalled, and 
each man had his specific 
assignment. When _it 
came to hard labor, the 
ship-news crowd was just 
as eager as for liquid re- 
freshment after a toilsome 
day or night. 








The Doctor Alone 
was alone; that 
is, Charlie the barman 
was on duty, but, as he 
was of a silent nature, 
the worthy specialist kept 
company with his own 
thoughts. They were not 
pleasant. War might mean 
much. It might mean the 
total annihilation of the 
imported Pilsner trade, 
and then what would be- 
come of his Sanatorium, 
his patients, the sole ambition of 
his career? He had, of course, his 
restaurant customers, and there 
was plenty of good American beer 
for the asking, good enough for 
those whose health did not demand 
subtler brews. It was all well enough for the big importers, the big up- 
town establishments, where a Vienna orchestra and a skilled chef would 
attenuate the absence of Wurzburger. But the Doctor was not merely a 
dispenser of food and drink, he was a healer, a fanatic on the subject, and, 
unlike most healers, he swallowed the same medicine as his patients. 
Without Pilsner, what would become of the Sanatorium? As difficult to 
conceive as Philadelphia with fried oysters and the statue of William Penn 
missing. No! It was unthinkable. Yet——! 


By C. B. FALLS 


The Doctor drew a small glass of warm beer, and lovingly held it in 
the light, so that his eyes could feast on its sweet clarity. He always 
asserted that thus warmed the true hop flavor was disengaged; that we 
keep our beer so cold in America it becomes as tasteless as ice-water, and 
quite as dangerous. The Doctor was evidently no prohibitionist, though 
moderate in his tastes. Slowly absorbing, he shook his head ominously, 
and called: ‘“‘Dick! Go out and get a war extra.”” And then, to himself: 
**It’s death either for me or for my patients. a 


The mellow haze of September wasontheNewJer- The Last Keg 
sey sand-hills when the last small keg had been broached 
at the Sanatorium. It was a notable, if somewhat sad affair. A few 
members of the lobby were on hand to speed the parting guest, Clurtin 
among the rest, but the majority happened to be on duty, while several 
were “at the front”’ in Hoboken—circumstances did not allow them to go 
any further in the cause of their respective journals. It was not a merry- 
making crowd, and only by special dispensation was I permitted to join 
the party. The Cafe was almost empty. Charlie the barman busied him- 
self with the intricate machinery of a compressed air engine, that now 
pumped so unavailing in the cause of domestic beer. Soon wouid the 
Amber Witch flee the place as if haunted. Soon would the lobby melt into 
the mists of memory. Perceptibly thinner, older, grayer, the Doctor tried 
to cheer the mourners. Clurtin, who is said to have a pretty taste in 
music, hummed Chopin’s Funeral March with the aid of a comb and news- 
paper. We sang snatches from students’ songs, quoted from Omar, but 
never even alluded to the war. That was the forbidden topic in the Sana- 
torium, though I believe it was one of the few such spots in town that 
didn’t display a warning sign: “‘ Nix on the war talk;”’ or, “ Neutral.” 


But neutral it was, and the Doctor firmly proposed that neutral it would 
remain as long as the conflict endured. Conversation became so general 
that Clurtin had to repeat his question twice: ‘‘I asked, Doctor--which 
makes two times !— whether this keg is absolutely the last of the Mohicans?” 
The Doctor quickly looked at his interrogator : 


“Why do you ask such a fool’s question? If it were not the last why 
(Continued on page 20) 




























































































BN 


a %/ 











Yo Mivgit is 
vail hi aan 
72 a 


FEMININE STANDARDS 


SHADE OF CAESAR: What do you know about that? Ou: little friend has 


taken up with another fellow ! 


SHADE OF NAPOLEON: Wouldn’t that jar you? Turning down men with 
records like ours, and then handing that college football gink a line about how she 


admires the man who can “do” things. 


THE NEWER LITERATURE 


For the eighty-sixth time she had refused to 
marry him. 

With anoble gesture he pushed back the long 
hair from his brow. 

“I will play for you,” he said. 

Striding to the piano, he played a simple love 
air of Schumann’s. Simple, aye, but it seemed 
as though Schumann’s very soul was speaking 
through the keys. 

Next, all in the darkened room, the only light 
coming from the moon, some distance away, 
he softly began Beethoven’s immortal ‘‘ Oh, 
Thou Kid!” 

It was as though Beethoven’s very soul was 
speaking through the keys. 





After the last ineffable sound wave had rav- 
ished the air, he played Wagner’s “Ach! 
Chust One!” 

So meltingly tender, so tenderly melting! 
Wagner’s very soul was surely speaking through 
the keys. Unable to stand it longer, she tore 
him from the stool. 

“*Oswanger, cease!’ she cried. “I am 
yours !”’ 

It was another colossal victory fer the 
Cravenette Player-Piano.— Adv. 


* 


Uniform.—A special suit worn by policemen, 
footmen, street-sweepers, and bell boys to distin- 
guish them from editorial writers, college profes- 
sors, college students, and district-attorneys. 


THE LITTLE RUNT 


The British Medical Journal has just discovered 
something that everybody has known all along. 
To wit: that little men have many advantages 
in war-time over big men. 


In war-time; yes. But why restrict the idea 
to war-time? Watch the little cusses in times of 
peace. See how they thrive. Observe what 
cute little dynamos they are, in any instance of 
mental or physical effort. Observe also how 
self-confident these shorties are. See them 
crossing the street. The most careful motorman 
slacks not his speed. He knows he can’t hit a 
short man. But when a big lumbering fellow, 
six feet in his stockings, leaves the curbstone, 
traffic stops. The traffic cop raises his hand 
warningly. There is a moment of suspense as 
the big fellow crosses. You feel happy when 
you see him on the other side. 


A little runt is Nature’s best effort at economy. 
She has managed to purvey, in the smallest 
number of cubic inches, the same amount of 
life, push, and giddap that she sometimes seeds 
sparsely over a larger territory. The little devil 
is cheap to clothe, cheap to feed (in most nor- 
mal cases), and cheap to keep warm. His toes 
don’t. stick out the bottom of the bed at night. 
He doesn’t have to low-bridge continually. It is 
harder to hit him with a bullet; and, in a matter 
of fisticuffs, when you let drive at him, very 
likely he isn’t there. Mobility is his specialty. 
And he wins, in peaceful times, scores of battles 
by not permitting himself to become engaged in 
them. 


* Young girls, it is true, do not worship the 
bantamweights. They dream of the stalwart 
hero, who can pick them up and wade across a 
brook with them, as in Harrison Fisher’s pleasant 
and stimulating pictures. But they usually end 
by marrying a small man if they can get one. 
Because, after all, they can get across brooks 
alone; but they can never, never make a big 
man match the furniture of a small flat. 


PELLETS OF PESSIMISM 


A fat woman cannot laugh it off. 

Polygamy is as far from monotony as it is 
from monogamy. 

Hard luck usually attacks a man when he is 
sitting down. 

My notions are convictions, the other fellow’s 
delusions. 

Give a reformer enough rope and he will tie 
up everything. 

Some hosts make us feel at home, and others 
makes us wish we were. 

The first time a girl falls in love she imagines 
she invented it. 

Even the best of women would rather appear 
wicked than ridiculous. 

Even the toothless, hairless, witless old ruin is 
convinced that he has a magnetic personality. 





A HOLIDAY TREAT 


“Oh, please, ma! Can’tI watch him just a little 
longer? To-day’s me birthday, you know.” 
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Verses by DANA BURNET 


Bill Sunday hurled the Gospel Truth 
At Philadelphia’s smart set ; 


Sir Woodrow praised the Shipping Bill, 


On which he has his heart set. 
My Lord of Guggenheim suggests 
The State maintain the idle— 

We'd loaf in lace 
Were such the case, 


And Daniels needs a bridle. 








Tis said that angleworms have brains, 


For willing and for wishing, 
But we prefer the stupid kind 
When we are going fishing— 
A worm with logic in its head 
Might argue with the quarry ; 
The Gink hotel -* 
Is doing well, | 
And Bryan isn’t sorry. 

















Our new-thought Educators say 
The movies are a treasure 
*Twas just our luck to go to school 
Before it was a pleasure. 
The District of Columbia 
Still keeps its damp demeanor ; 
Fair Springfield wins 
With twenty twins, 
And Taft is somewhat leaner. 


{t seems dumb animals enjoy 
A secret sort of lingo; 
A few Deserving Democrats 
Were found in San Domingo. 
Rud. Kipling said that Englishmen 
Were serviously funny ; 
The hats of Spring 
Are on the wing, 
And Austria needs money. 


An egg of three and twenty years 
Was captured in cold storage; 
A flock of British aeroplanes 
Returned the German forage. 
A wit suggests that Congressmen 
Be numbered when in action— 
Thirteen would be 
The G. O. P., 
And beans fell off a fraction. 








Illustrations by MERLE JOHNSON 


The Hurdy-gurdies must be tuned 
Or silenced altogether— 
They keep so many worthy folk 
Out in the open weather. 
A Major in Sir Joffre’s ranks 
Has punctures ninety-seven ; 
We know we'll meet 
The price of wheat 
Upon a peak in heaven. 
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A herd of forty thousand Fords 
Was shipped across the ocean— 
Had we the jokes that follow them 
We'd cease this rimed commotion. 
The Sing Sing convicts will be taught 
Some useful trade, like knitting; 
The well-known war 
Now chimes with bore, 
And that concludes the sitting. 











THE BROTHERLOVE CURE 


ARGUMENT. -- All men (with the possible exception of 
Kings and Capitalists, the Bourgeoisie generally, Samuel 
Gompers, George W. Perkins, Republicans, Democrats, 
Prohibitionists, Progressives, John D. Rockefeller, Jim 
Hill, and one or two others) are Brothers. That is why 
the United Brotheriove Revolutionists of New York have 
gathered to draw up a set of resolutions explaining this 
fact to the deluded European proletariat. When the 
Workers of Europe read these resolutions and realize 
that All Men (with the above exceptions) are Brothers 
they will beat their bayonets into souvenir teaspoons and 
go home. All we have to do is to see that those resolu- 
tions are put in shape and adopted. Get me? Then 
bingo!—the war ends. See? 

CHAIRMAN (pounding): Order ! 

BROTHERLOVE REVOLUTIONIST NUMBER 
ONE (making the most of his chance at the lime- 
light, though not without opposition): 1 repeat! 
All Men are Brothers. The blood is as red in 
the veins of the Russian as in the veins of the 
Austrian; as red in the veins of the Japanese as 
in the veins of the Turk, as red in—— 

VARIOUS IMPATIENT BROTHERLOVE 
REVOLUTIONISTS: Question! Question! 

BROTHERLOVE REVOLUTIONIST NUMBER 
ONE (sternly proceeding): | say as red in the 
veins of the Hungarian as in the veins of the 
Servian; as red in-—— 

VARIOUS, ETC. (more impatiently): Question! 

CHAIRMAN (pounding): Order ! 

ONE (thwarted but not downed): I was merely 
going to move, when I was interrupted in this 
discourteous and unparliamentary manner (glares 
fiercely)—1 was merely going to move an 
amendment to the motion. I move you that 
instead of electing the committee to draw up the 
Resolutions that the Committee be appointed by 
the Chair. 

SIX (catapulting out of his seat with many 
sputters): 1 protest against this paternalism. I 
protest against the Chair having anything to do 
with the Committee. I want to know if this 
organization is being run democratically in the 
interests of Labor or if we are going to submit 
to the dictates of a despot. I refuse to accept 
the amendment, I refuse —— 

CHAIRMAN (pounding): Order! 

ONE (with much fire): All Men are Brothers; 
but when I see in our midst the undoubted work 
of the agent provocateur, when I see our harmo- 
nious gathering broken up by spies, by the paid 
disturbers— the hired helots of the forces of 
capital — when I see —— 

SIX (dropping into the vernacular): That's all 
right. We've got yournumber. You want your 
friend up there to appoint the committee so he’ll 
make you chairman. I tell you the real revolu- 
tionists of this organization are getting good and 
sick of being managed by a ring of pussy-footed 
opportunists. It’s time that Labor began finding 
out who its real friends are. It’s time we came 
out and said frankly whether we’re standing for 
the Rights of Labor or in the interests of-the 
Bourgeoisie. It’s time—— 





THE NERVE! 


PUP: Great guns! They’re 
digging up the bones I buried! 











CHAIRMAN (pounding): Order! 

FOUR (seeing his chance): Are we going to 
have order or are we going to have Anarchy? 

CHAIRMAN: The question —— 

SEVEN (seeing his chance) : What do you know 
about Anarchy or Order either? I suppose you 
call it Order out in Colorado when the hired 
thugs and—— 

CHAIRMAN: Any farther —— 

FOUR (coming right back): 1 know all about 
Anarchy and I can prove to you from Emma 
Goldman’s own writings that it’s impossible. In 
the first place —— 

CHAIRMAN: All those in favor —— 

ELEVEN (deeply hurt and seeing a fine chance 
to say so): I wish to state that in all my thirty 
years service in the radical movement— in my 
thirty years continuous fight for the cause of 
Labor — never until to-night have I—— 

CHAIRMAN: All those opposed —— 

SIX (rising so as to face the meeting): Move 


we elect another Chairman. This is a gathering 
of free men, and —— 


NINE (feminine—seeing her chance and speak- 
ing rapidly): Two important questions present 
themselves to the world to-day, and free men 
and free men alone can solve them. I refer to 
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*A PLACE IN THE SUN” 


the social problem and the sex problem. In 
treating the sex problem we must remember 
that absolute freedom is the first —— 


CHAIRMAN: The ayes have it. The Chair 
will appoint a Committee to draw up the 
reso —— 

SIX (bitterly): All right. (Puts on his hat.) 
All right., I’m through trying to work with a 
gang of hypocrites who’ve got one eye fixed on 
the Labor Movement and the other eye fixed on 
Wall Street. I call on all those who believe in 
justice and brotherhood to leave this crowd of 
bunk labor fakers, fake revolutionists, oppor- 
tunists, and cockroach capitalists, and come out 
into the open air where —— 

(So Brotherlove Revolutionist Number Six with five 
hardy followers leaves the tainted meeting. Whereby two 
sets of ringing resolutions will be drawn up. Still we 
should worry. With two sets of ’em before their eyes the 
deluded Workers of the Old Country will simply have tc 
see the truth and stop scrapping. Nicht wahr? Sure they 
will. Ain’t they brothers?) 


« 


PHYSICAL GEOGRAPHY 


TEACHER: Sammy, what is a kaiser? 
SAMUEL: I don’t know exactly, but it often 
boils over and belches up hot air and smoke. 
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A PROPRIETARY DEBAUCH 


Come, fill up the goblets, dull care we'll assault 

With swigs of Veruna and Guffy’s Pure Malt, 

With Syrup of Jigs and with Cardui too 

We'll add to the length and the strength of our stew; 
There’s Souse Root, Kane’s Celery compound, and such, 
Some half alcoholic and some not so much, 

There’s Pain Killers, Tonics ‘and Bitters galore 
Which we can obtain at the grocery store 

To doctor what sickness we have in the house 

And give usa large and a durable souse! 


And when we complete this medicinal spree, 
And, shaky, remorseful, awake from our glee 
With a tongue that is furred and a throat that is dry 
And a headache so racking we’re longing to die— 
Why, Lemonine, Cromo or wafers of Slac 
Will bring all our comfort and cheerfulness back. 
It’s true they will slow up the heart in its pace, 
They take away pain—and leave dope in its place— 
And slowly but surely in quiet and stealth 
They build up a habit and tear down the health; 
But—why should we worry, when once we break down 
There’s plenty more “ patents” for sale in the town, 
There’s plenty of patents to give us new hope 
By virtue of alcohol, morphine and dope; 
And when we have taken our dose as we’re told 
We'll write testimonials meant to be sold 
To spread forth the tale of our “cure” far and wide, 
When we of our ailments have quietly died. 

Berton Braley 





MAKING IT PLAIN 


“You are putting the cart before the horse.” 
“I don’t understand what you mean by that figure of speech.” 
“Well, I’ll frame it differently. You are putting the tonneau before 
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$70.00 Three piece Library 
Suites $56.00 







Mahogany finish frames; 
upholstered in Spanish leather. 
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“ Happiness—prosperity—health— 
lie within the ring of moderation.” 





And so it is a matter of pride 
with us that the moderate man 
is our best customer. 


It is especially for him that we 
make a wonderfully mild and 


mellow Whiskey — Wilson — 
Real Wilson— That’s All! 


The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle. 


FREE CLUB RECIPES—Free booklet of famous club recipes for 
mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 15 East 31st St., N.Y. That's All! 


of good address wanted by a reputable house, in every locality. 
No previous experience necessary. Prompt settlements and 


Agents 


BOX Az, 


FIRST RAILROAD MAN (whose wife has left him in the house with the baby ; 
examining safety-pin) : Where does this coupling-pin go, Jim? 
SECOND RAILROAD MAN: Under the bumpers, I guess. | 


easy hours. 
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48th ST. THEATRE F278 oe 
SIXTH BIG MONTH 


George Broadhurst's Thrilling Drama 


THE LAW i. LAND 


WITH JULIA DEAN : 
And a supers cast including George Fawcett — Milton Sills 
Matinees Thursday and Saturday at 245. Evenings 8.15 
Thursday Matinee, Best Seats $1.00 
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BIGGEST HIT IN 25 YEARS 


COHAN & HARRIS present 
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A. H. Woods presents an American play in § Acts 
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By Edward Sheldon, Based on the novel 
by Herman Sudermann 


With John | Mason, Thomas A. Wise, Others 
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THE FIRST COCKTAIL 


THE SEVEN ARTS 


(Continued from page 15) 


would I be giving this little funeral party?’’ Clurtin deliberately turned to 
me and winked thrice. I wondered over his volatility of temperament at 
such an appalling crisis. 


The Plot “You see, it’s this way,”’ said Clurtin, about two hours 

later, as we paced Battery Park, I for exercise, he to put in 
time before going on duty. ‘“‘The Doctor is a queer old bird. He’s a 
hang-side fonder of Pilsner than his patients, and, what’s more, he can do 
without it less than you or I.” 

“But,”’ I headed him off, ‘‘ you don’t mean to infer——?” ‘I don’t 
believe that’s the last keg in his cellar,’’ maintained Clurtin, ‘‘ that’s why 
I winked at you.” ‘Old chap,” I urged, ‘‘this suspicion of yours is un- 
worthy of your frank, upright nature. What you insinuate is too horrible 
for credence. The Doctor is the noblest of men. His heart is gold——’’ 


**So is his thirst. He often says so himsel 44 

“I refuse to be thus interrupted. Hear me’’—I was, I’m sure, quite 
overwrought at this juncture. ‘‘The Doctor would no more play such a 
trick on his patients——”’ 

**Stop right there!’’ hoarsely replied Clurtin. ‘*‘What’ll you bet?” 

“I never bet. I’m too rich,” I proudly returned. 

**Come along then, bet or no bet,”’ and seizing my arm, he led me 
across the dark Battery Park into Bowling Green, along Beaver Street, and 
finally into Hanover Square. There, in front of the Sanatorium, he said: 
‘Hush. On tip-toe. Follow me.” 





We went in on stealthy trend. Charlie was at the 
bar, as usual, wide-eyed, though I believe he is ca- 
pable of dozing behind his huge glasses. A few young clerks were taking 
an early supper. Dick was busy in the kitchen, and the Doctor nowhere 
to be seen. 

‘“*Where is he?”’ asked Clurtin. Charlie seemed confused, though it 
may have been only his accent. My companion plucked at my sleeve, 
so that Charlie didn’t notice the movement. We both went downstairs 
ostensibly to play with the Doctor’s dogs. 

**Now,”’ whispered Clurtin, and suddenly pushing against what seemed 
the bare wall, he dislodged a panel, and, as it swung around, he cried in 
unfeigned triumph: ‘‘ Quick! Look! The old rascal! What do you know 
about that?’’ (Clurtin is nothing if not colloquial.) I peered through the 
opening, and saw the Doctor sitting at a little table upon which was a lamp, 
burning low, a volume of Goethe, and also an extremely large glass of 
pale beer—it must have been an old-fashioned celery glass pressed into 
service for this unique occasion. A keg, a palpable keg, labelled ‘‘ Ur- 
quell,’” was beside the master of the Sanatorium, and its head was trans- 
fixed by a spigot. Clurtin fairly groaned: 

*‘ Another atrocity! I knew that wasn’t the last keg this afternoon! 
How about your customers, how about your patients, you selfish man?” 


The Discovery 


**Here’s looking at you!”’ blandly responded the Doctor, 
as he lifted the big glass to his lips, ‘‘I’m neutral.” 


Neutral! 


THE RELIEF STATION 
BOOKKEEPER (beginning his plea for a raise): I’ve grown gray in your 
service, Mr. Stone, and—— 
NEWSPAPER OWNER (interrupting): If you'll forward a self-addressed 
stamped envelope to our beauty column conductor she’ll send you an 
excellent and perfectly harmless remedy ! 


ANSWERED 
INQUISITIVE ICHABOD: Father, what is the difference between a fort 
and a fortress? 
PROF. DIGGENDELVE: Fortress, my son, is feminine, so called because 
nobody ever knows just how to take it. 
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| WRITE MOVING PICTURE PLAYS 


$50 each. Devote all or spare time. Corres- 
pondence Course Not Required. Details Free. 


ATLAS PUBLISHING CO., 456 Atlas Bldg., Cincinnati, 0. 





WANTED— AN IDEA! 

Who can think of some simple thing to patent? 
Protect your ideas, they may bring you wealth. 

Write for ** Needed Inventions,” and * How to Get 

Your Patent and Your Money.” RANDOLPH & Uo., 

Patent Attorneys, Dept. 165, Washington, D. ©. 
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Will You Risk 
Fifty Cents 


For a Six Months’ Sub- 
scription to an Outdoor 
Magazine that’s Different? 


ALL OUTDOORS is the Mag- 
azine. The March issue will be 
on the news-stands February 10. 


Something for everyone is the 
ALL OUTDOORS policy. Each 
month more than 150 articles. 
More than 100 illustrations. All 
selected for your use and enter- 
tainment now. 


If you do anything out of doors 
you will like ALL OUTDOORS. 
The March issue is particularly 
timely. Snow-shoeing, skiing, 
winter togs for winter camping, 
tracks and the track maker, 
first aid to the injured, tackle 
making, your own rod, etc. All 
are covered. 


At your nearest newsdealers’ 
—or better, use the coupon 











(puck) 
ALL OUTDOORS, Inc. 
145 W. 36th St., New York 


Send me ALL OUTDOORS for six 
months. I enclose 50 cents. ($!.0 
for a year.) 
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YE EDITOR’S PLIGHT 


What is the good of guarding 
Our lines from day to day? 

The bum bards are bombarding— 
We cannot get away! 
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poultry supplies. Large Illus, Catalog for 4c. 
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Hair Tonic 


A health-giving dressing 
for the scalp. 

Prevents dandruff and fall- 
ing of the hair. 

Gets right down to the roots 
and gives just the necessary 
stimulation needed to keep 
the hair ia perfect con- 
dition. For sale everywhere. 


Send 10c. for trial size bottle 
| 
For an easy shave, with no after smart, put a little pure 
Vaseline’’ on the shaving brush and rub in with the lather, 
CHESEBROUGH MFG. COMPANY 
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51 State Street New York 








As durable as the standard Remington. 
Weight less than half the standard model. 
For the traveler and for the home. 


= Authors, clergymen, physicians, students 
and others wanting a compact, small, | 
reliable typewriter, will welcome this | 
machine as solving for them the type- 

| writer problem. | 


Price, with dust-proof cover $50.00 
With leather traveling case 57.50 
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emington iypewriter | HIS MISTRESS: 0, but isn’t he just the cutest doggie? | 
| I hide behind this tree and the rascal finds me right away! 
Company 
(INCORPORATED) Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
| Abbott's Bitters be used in making it; insures your 
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suffrage: It’s record has been above 
“These agitating woman suffragists want something to agitate about, and reproach for overacentury. A 
if they should find nothing to agitate about they would be disappointed. If they pure, enticing beverage, always 
can get it they don’t want it; if they can’t get it they’ll carry on agitation for it. I uniform in quality. "— good- 
8 for one shall vote against this amendment in order to protect womankind against ness is attested by its nation- 
; herself.” wide popularity. Aged in 
“ Bully for Mr. Webb! This majestic period, delivered in the Halls of || Charred oak barrels, bottled in 
Congress, is one of the best suffrage arguments we’ve ever read. A. Overholt & Co., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
“ When the more advanced citizens of Mr. Webb’s constituency recall 
Bs him to a well-earned retirement, we’ll look up his State and chalk it up in 
t, ,? L the rapidly growing column of commonwealths that have ceased to place 
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important public questions, and has de- 








Its big as a mountain 
partments for the home, special articles, 
- sores, a Farm, Department, fiction, And bristles with guns. | The Best Theatrical Newspaper 
or, important news of the world. . 
= Published monthly. Regular price $1.00 per year. oe -qretunnet Seana, Comedy—Musical Comedy—Drama 
permit you to get acquainted with the maga- Don’t handle it rough; V d ‘ll O B ] 
zine we will send it to you on trial The touch of a button— audeville—\/pera—bDuriesque 
3 Months for 25c. It’s gone in a puff. Motion Pictures 
Simply send name 
adel 1a . EVERY SATURDAY 
LA FOLLETTE’S, Box 45, Madison, Wis. When two men do the same ALL NEWSSTANDS—— FIVE CENTS 




















thing, it isn’t the same thing ! 
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RARA AVIS 


HEAD WAITER: What’s the matter with that fellow over there? 


WAITER: Idon’t know. He doesn’t dance, he doesn’t care for sing- 
ing, he says he hasn’t got a date with anybody’s wife. I’m beginning 
to think the crazy fool actually came in to eat! 


GOVERNMENT BY MINORITY 


Thirty-eight United States Senators, none of whom can call Washington any more 
than a temporary home, voted the other day to make the National Capital ‘‘ dry.” 
Strictly speaking, not one of these Senators had any more moral right to impose Pro- 
hibition on the citizens of Washington than the Editor of PUCK has to force that 
earnest young white-ribboner Richmond Pearson Hobson to don blue underwear when 
he prefers “ pink.” 

Of course, the thirty-eight immortals were not sufficient in numbers to carry the 
measure. As the New York Evening Sun sagely puts it: 

“Fortunately the Senators had time to think, and apparently some of them had the 
capacity too.” 

For, be it remembered, this Prohibition measure did not make its appearance openly 
for the people of Washington to handle in their own way, but was sneaked into the 
Senate under a clever disguise; and a proposal! on the part of a few level-headed 
Senators to refer the matter to the citizens who were.most concerned met with bitter 
opposition from the patriots of the “cause.” 

This incident is in itself hardly worthy of notice were it not that it typifies the 
methods being pursued by Hobson and his little band to force the will of a minority 
upon the larger body of voters. 

In an interesting compilation just made by a New York paper, it is shown that 
the Prohibition Party polled 193,869 votes in the last national election. It ran a lame 
fifth, with only three per cent of the poll of either of the dominant parties, and a bare 
one per cent of the total vote cast riationally. Yet this pitiful minority, having found 
willing hands in Congress to do its bidding, seeks to impose confiscatory legislation 
upon all the forty-nine states. 

_The State of New York, casting fen times more votes than the Prohibition Party, 
would have absolutely no voice in the 
conduct of its own affairs if Hobson 





succeeds in his dream of nation-wide i 
Prohibition. Is this government by the AN 
majority ? THE 





Between 1912 and 1914, the Pro- 
hibitionists lost 14,000 votes, or about 
seven per cent of their strength. In 
Maine, where they have had a taste 
of Hobson’s theories, the loss was 
nearly fifty per cent. This would seem 
to indicate the dawn of reason in deal- 
ing with a problem which demands 
statesmanship rather than the chican- 
ery that has thus far marked its course. 


So far as the present Congress is 
concerned, Hobson’s_ white-ribbon 
ghost has been laid low, and not with 
any too tender ceremony. It will bob 
up again at the next session — and 
the next—and the next— until some 
strong hands lay hold of it and fling it 
boots and baggage into the discard, 
where it may slumber away its days 
side by side with the measures intro- 
duced to prohibit railroad trains from 
running on Sunday. 


ZANE 
GREY 


LONE 
STAR 
RANGER 


A rushing story of the wild border 
days of Texas in the early seventies, 
with their desperate contests between 
outlaws and rangers. Incident after 
incident crowds upon another—hair- 
breadth escapes, deeds of thrilling 
adventures, manly chivalry, and de- 
voted love. 


$1.35 net 








HARPER & BROTHERS 
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The only man who ever told the 


Kaiser he had made a mistake at 


military maneuvers! Beyond all 


doubt the most popular man in 


Germany. 


Almost on the boundary between Russia 
and Prussia lie the Mazurian Lakes. “These 
lakes are of more military value to Germany 
than a wall two hundred feet high,” said the 
“old man of the lakes,” and when he was 
placed in command of the German forces 
in East Prussia he proved it by driving the 
Russians into them. In “Von Hindenburg 
of the Lakes” Norman Draper tells how the 
old warrior did it. This article is a pen 


picture like a copper etching. In the 


February 13th issue of 


Collier's 


THE NATIONAL WEEKLY 
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PRAYING VERSUS SELLING 


PUCK has never read any worse tommy- 
rot than editorials in various papers of the 
pro-Ally daily press in the last few days. 
These editorials have all dealt with the very 
excellent and praiseworthy agitation in Con- 
gress in support of the resolution to stop the 
exportation of war materials to belligerents. 
The proposed measure is sane, is just, and, 
most important of all, would be a real step 
towards stopping the war. 

If we mean anything when we say that we 
are working for Peace, when we say that 
we are praying for Peace, then we should at 
least show our good faith by not exporting 
materials intended openly for killing human 
beings and prolonging war. It is question- 
able in PUCK’S mind whether we are morally 
right in sending any supplies to the fighting 
countries, but there can be no doubt in any 
just man’s mind that the exportation of arms 
and ammunition to the warring countries is 
not only a violation of neutrality but, what is 
far more important, a flagrant breach of 
good faith with ourselves when we say at the 
same time that we are working and praying 
for Peace. 


Wine Jelly when flavored with Abbott's Bitters is 
made more delightful and healthful. Sample of bit- 
ters by mail, 25c. in stamps. 

©. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md. 


A LETTER FROM DETROIT 


TO THE EDITOR OF PUCK: 

I cannot help congratulating you on your plea 
for military training in the colleges. Every student 
in the country who is physically able should be re- 
quired to drill. 

We are justly proud of our Michigan Agricultural 
College. It has a full regiment of men drilling the 
year around, and has furnished the regular army with 
a number of commissioned officers. 

In addition to its military drill the college ranks 
high in athletics, having the western championship in 
1913. The 1914 rifle team won the championship of 
the United States for intercollegiate rifie shooting, 
breaking several world’s records and tying several 
others. 

In view of this, we alumni should appreciate at 
least honorable mention in your paper, as the Michi- 
gan Aggies are, in its alumni’s estimation at least, a 
shining example of the principles you advocate. 

Very truly yours, 
WM. CARL CHAPMAN 


Automobile Eye Insurance needed after 
Exposure to Sun, Winds and Dust. Murine Eye 
Remedy freely applied Affords Reliable Relief. 

No Smarting—Just Eye Comfort—Try Murine. 


TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE 


A man who was very much the worse for 
wine when it was too red started to play 
golf. The first hole was a short one. He 
Played it with a mashie and by some acci- 
dent the ball rolled into the hole. The man 
did not notice it, marched directly to the 
green, squinted into the hole, and, addressing 


» the caddie in a husky voice, said: ‘Give 


mé a niblick.”’ 


zt GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER. 
Its Purity Has Made It Famous.” 
50c. the case of six glass stoppered bottles. 


_Many an Anti-Suffragist bases her oppo- 
sition to equal rights on the presumption 
that woman suffrage puts her on the same 
Plane politically with her maid. Just now, 
the law establishes her position on the politi- 
cal ladder several rungs below her butler. 
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Secret SATION (Nathan Straus. Jr., President; H. Grant Straus, 

The pt cara pit ahd . 301 Lafayette Street, New York City 
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LEARN TO DRAW 








9 Eighteen years of successful work for 

tu ents or mewepapers and Magazines is the basis for 
theefficient method employed in this course. 

FOR OUR NEWSPAPER SYNDICATE Jf azine with terms and list of successful pupils 
AND PUBLISH THEIR DRAWINGS | Work'for free and honest criticism. 
IN NEWSPAPERS ALL OVER THE 


UNITED STATES 
Write for Guaranteed Offer 





_Our practical system of personal instr-uc- 
tion and lessons by mail will develop your 
talent. 


A practical school that teaches practical 
work, Write at once for our Illustrated Mag- 





ASSOCIATED ART STUDIOS. Mort. M. Burger, Director 
FLATIRON BUILDING, NEW YORK CITY 


DAY CLASSES EVENING CLASSES 


























The Legions are Moving 


The advance guard of Exposition visitors is already thronging the palaces of the Panama 
California Exposition which opened at San Diego on New Year's Day. 


On February 20—the original date set for its opening—the Panama-Pacific International 
Exposition will swing its gates wide to the invading host. 

These are big times in the Pacific Coast country. Wonder cities have arisen. Magical displays from the Occident 
and the Orient have been spread for the eyes of the multitudes. The curtains have been drawn. The mysteries 


have been revealed. All the preparation of months is summed up in completed palaces and exhibits. Even the 
warring nations—France, Japan, England~ are represented. 


Americans! This is your year, the year of celebration, of achievement. Are you planning to take advantage of it? 
Are you preparing to join the westward hegira? 


SUNSET MAGAZINE 


THE MAGAZINE OF ALL OF THE PEOPLE OF ALL OF THE FAR WEST 












5 
is ready to help you. Let us assist you in learning more of the Expositions. Sunset Magazine oe 
is the only magazine in America that is regularly reviewing the progress of the two great Exposi- SS 
tions in text and picture. se Rye 

: : r ‘ da POP Ped 
Sunset Magazine Service Bureau is prepared to offer advice, to assist In the arrangement ie ry os ce 
of itineraries, to aid in the reservation of hotel accommodations. This service is free to > Pe “ 
Sunset Magazine readers. g SAPP 

. , 4 oS? 

If you are not now a reader of Sunset Magazine, take advantage of this opportunity of oe Qe 
to post yourself on the California Expositions, to learn more of the Pacific Coast “a Tye » 
country and to get in touch with Sunset Magazine Service Bureau. - Rs,* 

‘ ; : . , ~ 9 6 Oe 
Note the offer in the coupon. Fifty cents will bring you Sunset Magazine a to 
for the next three months, and beautifully illustrated booklets descrip- PY Pre g : 
tive of the two Expositions. Many of the illustrations are in full wr OD °' 


color. 














make beautiful decorations for club rooms and dens. Send 10c. in stamps for catalogue of 


PUCK PRINTS interesting reproductions on heavy paper suitable for framing. 


In writing to advertisers, please say “I saw it in Qa.” 


ALL BRANCHES OF ART 
TAUGHT BY MAIL 


EARN BIG MONEY DRAWING FOR NEWSPAPERS, 
MAGAZINES, ETC. ARTISTS ARE IN DEMAND. 


MAIL INSTRUCTION 





Quok , 301 Lafayette St., N.Y. 
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EIGHT CYLINDER 


‘KINGS 











for $] 350 complete 


Ff. O. B. DETROIT 


You Are Spoiled for Other Cars After a Ride in this Eight 


One Demonstration will Prove this Statement 


FLEXIBILITY — From two to fifty miles an hour without gear 
changing. 

SILENCE— No noise or vibration because of continuous flow of 
power (result of eight cylinders and their arrangement), and lighter 
engine parts. 

ECONOMY — In spite of its 40-45 horse-power, this car is as saving 
in gasoline, tires, repairs, etc., as a moderate-weight Four. 
ROOMINESS — Because of wonderfully compact power plant, has 
more room in body than a Six of 119” wheel base. 

EASY TURNING LENGTH — The 113” wheel base is a great con- 
venience in city streets, yet the body room is generous. 


DURABILITY — This type of car has amazing longevity. Vibration 
and weight wear a car down; this car has neither. 
ACCESSIBILITY — No other Eight is so “‘get-at-able”’ as the King. 
Comparison instantly proves this. 

COMFORT — The famous King Cantilever Springs insure perfect 
riding comfort without the use of shock-absorbers. 

EQUIPMENT — is complete and includes the Ward Leonard starting 
and lighting system and an engine-power tire-pump. 
DISTINCTION — There is real distinction in owning an Eight. It is 
the super-car of motordom. Will you be the first in your town or 
neighborhood ? 


DEALERS—Applications for territory will be considered strictly in the order. received 


KING MOTOR CAR COMPANY, 1300-1324 Jefferson Avenue, DETROIT, MICH. 


New York Agency and Showroom, Broadway at 52nd Street 
New York Service Department, 250 West 54th Street 
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